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So him, who is our victor in the fight,

The peerless Master of our caravan,

We followers attend and wait upon,

Who hold the triple lore, slayers of Death.    (1236)

All we are sons of the Exalted One.

No sterile babbler1 is among us found.

I   worship    him   who   strikes   down    craving's

darts.
I greet the offspring of the Sun's great line. (1237)

VIII.

Spoken in praise of the Exalted One, who had been
delivering a religious discourse to the brethren bearing upon
Nibbana:2

A thousand brethren, yea. and more than these
Attend around the Well-Come One, who here
Doth teach the Xorm, the Pure, the Passionless,3
Even Xibhana, where can come no fear.   (1258)
They hearken to the Xorm's abundant How,
Imparted by the Very Buddha blest,
O wondrous fair the All-Enlightened shines,
With all the Band of Brethren seated round. (1239)
Mysterious spirit; thou, Exalted One!
The seventh in the lineage of the Seers,**
Like a great storm-cloud in the summer sky,
Thou on thy followers pourest precious rain. (1240)

1 In am text paLipo, or babbler; in Burmese manuscripts of text
and Commentary ^atoo, phaltiso. P<7?a*o, having leaves, not fruit,
means presumably * sterile." Both Commentaries, ours and the
SrtmttJta-pahlfsinl, explain by tltccJio anto, ^mrdhito^ dviallo empty,
deprived of pith, morally bad).

* Yangisa again suggests that he should be allowed to speak (Sayy,
m, 1192).

3  Cf, Si&tcrs, verse 97.

4  Naya.   C/. above CCXLVIL

5  The seventh of the Buddhas.    The XikSyas   take  only these
into account in the past.